ACROSS   THE   MOUNTAINS

Their beauty is almost this, this strange, clean-cut
isolation, as if each one of them would isolate himself still
farther and for ever from the rest of his fellows.

Yet they are convivial, they are almost the only race
with the souls of artists. Still they act the mystery plays
with instinctive fullness of interpretation, they sing
strangely in the mountain fields, they love make-belief and
mummery, their processions and religious festivals are
profoundly impressive, solemn, and rapt

It is a race that moves on the poles of mystic sensual
delight Every gesture is a gesture from the blood, every
expression is a symbolic utterance.

For learning there is sensuous experience, for thought
there is myth and drama and dancing and singing. Every-
thing is of the blood, of the senses. There is no mind.
The mind is a suffusion of physical heat, it is not separated,
it is kept submerged.

At the same time, always, overhead, there is the eternal,
negative radiance of the snows. Beneath is life, the hot jet
of the blood playing elaborately. But above is the radiance
of changeless not-being. And life passes away into this
changeless radiance. Summer and die prolific blue-and-
white flowering of the earth goes by, with the labour and
the ecstasy of man, disappears, and is gone into brilliance
that hovers overhead, the radiant cold which waits to
receive back again all that which has passed for the moment
into being.

The issue is too much revealed. It leaves the peasant
no choice. The fate gleams transcendent above him, the
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